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W£LCOM£ TO TH£ INTR0DUCIN6 OF TH£ 23.5 VER- 
SION OF TH£ PRINCIPIA DISCORDIA. W£ WANT TO 
SNARF, RI6HT UP FRONT, THAT W£ DON'T HAV£ 
A PROBL£M WITH TH£ OTH£R TW£NTi>-TWO AND 
ON£ HALF KNOWN PRINCIPIAS THAT HAV£ 6££N 
PUBLISH£D &y OTH£R NOODL£S OF TH£ CHURCH. 
IN FACT, W£ FR££Li* ADMIT THAT THIS V£RSION 
WAS WRITT£N IN A COMPL£T£ DRUNK£N STUPOR, 
AND FOR ALL W£ KNOW, IT COULD HAV£ B££N 
SOM£ S0N-0F-A-6R£!*FAC£ WITH A BULLHORN 
OUTSID£ TH£ DOOR TR^IN6 TO L£AD US ASTRAL. 
BUT W£ DON'T THINK SO. ^ ~ 



UNFORTUNATE, TH£ 0RI6INAL V£RSION OF THIS 
TOM£ HAS B££N LOST. IT WAS WRITT£N ON 
PRINC£ MU-CHAO'S DORM ROOM C£ILIN6 WITH 
KRAFT MACARONI AND CH££S£ By ALL THAT AT- 
T£ND£D TH£ FAT£FUL PR£^£R C£R£MONi> ON 
MUDAX 3162. R£V. MARSHM£LLOW FLUFF F£V£R- 
ISHLi* COPI£D IT DOWN WITH SPAM ON TH£ WALL, 
AND 60T MOST OF IT B£FOR£ A FALLIN6 PI£C£ OF 
MACARONI HIT HIM IN TH£ L£FT £!*£. W£ 6AV£ 
HIM A PURPL£ PIN£AL, TH£ HI6H£ST D£CORATION 
W£ COULD THINK OF AT TH£ TIM£. FLUFF, TH£ 
WORLD OF DISCORD WILL FOR£V£R B£ IN i>OUR 




D£BT. 
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CHANN£LS OF THIS BOOK INCLUD£ (BUT AR£ (MOT 
LIMIT£D TO) R£V. PRINC£ MU-CflAO, R£V. 
MARSflM£LLOW FLUFF, R£V. if?, £MP£ROR 6H0TI 
PILAT£, JUSTICAR flAMMAN CW££Z, 
N£CROFUCK£R BABYSMASfl£R Tfl£ UNCOUTH, 
POP£ £VIL FNORDFNORD, R£V. S£YKNOW 
TONORTON, 

R£V. DAV£, R£V. <?-B£RT L£ 0MNW0PPIN6£ST / 
POP£ AAAISfl JtWOVAW, POP£ B0UNCIN6 JtWOVAW 
OF Tfl£ FIV£ CORN£RS, CflAO UTT£R, 
AND JO£. UNFORTUNAT£LY, PRINC£ MU-CflAO 
DI£D OF AN NTfl DIM£NSIONAL BRAINFRY IN 3172 
IN A FAIL£D ATT£MPT TO £NT£R Tfl£ fl£INOUS 
SNAPPL£ CORP/S TOP S£CR£T FIL£S. N£T COMMU- 
NITY 23A£RISXX D££PLY MOURN£D Tfl£ LOSS UN- 
TIL Tfl£Y NOTIC£D Tfl£ PRINC£ P0PPIN6 UP 
R£6ULARLY ON Tfl£ CflAT LIN£S ONC£ A6AIN 
STARTIN6 ON MU-DAY 3223 AND C0NTINUIN6 TO 
Tfl£ PR£S£NT DAY (32SS). 



COPy WRI6HT IS R£H£RS£D ON A S0UNDSTA6£ US- 
IN6 TH£ FIN£ST £<?UIPM£NT RUBL£S COULD BU^. 
IT WOULD B£ R£V£RS£D, BUT W£ R£FUS£ TO 
ACC£PT C0P^RI6HT R£PONSIBILITy IN TH£ FIRST 
PLAC£. W£D RATH£R 6£T TOAST£D AND RUB OUR 
PIN£AL 6LANDS A6AINST £RIS HIPS TflAN WORRi> 
ABOUT ALL THAT L£6AL CRAP THAT 60£S AL0N6 
WITH C0PyRI6HTS. 




PLUS, I ASSUR£ yOU, W£ STOL£ A BIT (JUST A TIN^ 
BIT FNORD) OF TH£ MAT£RIAL, IN 
TRU£ DISCORDIAN FASHION. SO IF ^OU WANT TO 
R£PRINT IT, S£ND US A 6ALL0N OF yOUR HOAA£- 
MAD£ B££R OR A L£AF OF yOUR H0AA£-6R0WN OR 
S0AA£THIN6. ALL HAIL £RIS.' ALL HAIL DISCORDIA.' 
yOSSARIAN LIV£S! 



...SUCH IS LIF£... 



oooo 



the l^gptin) Opiate of the 23 %les of Uris 

v«r. 23.5 

OR 

FURTfJ£R TAL£S AND TRIALS 

OF 60DD£SS 



wherein is explained mote worth knowing about something. 



/vi' uu of VodKa 
/Vflftja of scotch 
/Vxi tic id! 
.pass /f*e tj^e joint, 
You've screwed- up 
Xiie rotation. 

"TO D1V£RS£ 60DS DO MORTALS BOW; 
fJOLy COW AMD WHOLLY CfJAO" -R£V. DR. 6R1NDL£B0N£ 

v>ev>\catev> to chaos ciriD sLack, RespectfoeL<y 




a nnihi|atio n 00005 

Do what thou whilt shall be the whole of the law. 



THE HUNCHBACK 
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in a state of orgasmic pleasure, Prince Mu-Chao came out of his 

self-induced trance. With wild eyes he turned to me and 

said, "Pez is good. She approves. Do you have a Dino dispenser?" 

Praise be to Eris. -Chao utter 



60ATS AR£ AM IMPORTANT SOURCE OF FIB£R." 

- DR. S. -HEMOPHILIA, K.S.C. 

OOOO& 



And the Grape said unto me: "Squeeze me hard, so my 
jices run free. Then squeeze mu brothers, fc 



lers, for l alone wil 




juices run free. I hen scjueeze my 

not be enough to quench your mighty thirst. Let us ferment 
and you may partake of the wine we will become." 

I crushed the grape and his brothers, and let them sit. When I 
drank them five years later with deep reverance, I was left 
without even a buzz. So I bought a case of Boones and, Godoooo 
be praised, I became drunlc. Mighty is she of the Golden Apple, and silly are those that 
talk to grapes. -- PRINCE MU-CHAO 

The Purple Sage cursed and waxed sorely pissed and cried out in a loud voice: A pox upon the 
accursed Uluminati of Bavaria; may their seed take no root. 

May their hands tremble, their eyes dim and their spines curl up, yea, verily, like unto the backs of 
snails; and may the vaginal orifices of their women to be clogged with Brillo pads. 
For they have sinned against God and Nature; they have made of life a prison; and they have stolen 
the green from the grass and the blue from the sky. 

And so saying and grimacing and groaning, the Purple Sage left the world of men and women and 
retired to the desert in despair and heavy grumpiness. 

But the High Chapperal laughed, and said to the Erisian faithful: Our brother torments himself with 
no cause, for even the malign IUuminati are unconscious pawns of the Divine Plan of Our Lady. 
- Mafel&cai Maligna^?, KJV-S> 
77><2 "Hook of ^lanl/adichan^, Like./ SSS 





ns explained in past editions, it is an iwoiSrahlfi 
sin to partake in tiot dog buns It is also a sin against Our Ladg to 
beliei/e uitiat you read IDeditate on this and feel gour egedalls pop 
in frustration! Praise tris! 





It should be stated here that Dogma III History 2, a lost chapter in maruj editions of the Prina'pia 
Discordia was mistranslated in several areas. That JHVH person stole our lady's story, as will be evident 

after reading... 



Genalysis 



TWfc FIRST BOOK OF 
POP€ AA0€-2€US 

TW£ CR£ATION 

Ooce dpoo e tiroe, becedse it always starts that we£, Odr ladg 
[Jris echeil/ed boredoro eod, io a sfllk, roede odr fjeel/eos eod 
f^rth, 

£ris hoVered oVer the Void of f\er essigoed reality lookiog at its 
Water. J)\\e didr/t kooW Wf$ Voids ceroe with Water, theg jflst 
did. "let there be gas," ELris did se£, eod so there was. ^ris 
codld ooW see better, What With the explosions, eod this Was 
good, "fleet-o," [Jris said, eod proceeded to differeotiete betweeo 
light eod derkoess. 

After nXich thought, she oeroed the gesball residue light, eod el/er;)thiog else dark. J5he Was jflst io ooe of those rooods. All 
this tfijokiog Was irritating so she pdt her Work aside for tomorrow. 

lie oext de£, dpoo retdroiog to her stddio, £ris seid,"I'll divide the Waters fron) the Waters." Apd so she did. §etWeeo the 
Waters, bg God, Was a firroenjerjt. ELris Weso't qdite sdre What a firroeroeot Was, bdt it looked terribly oice so she speot 
the rest of the de£ rooViog io. 




lie oext de£ she corralled n)ost of the Water together eod [pj behold! Apd j^tdff! [ej>d appeared. J5he iroroedietel;) planted 

\ 

\ 



grass eod it did grow. j$he srooked it, eod it was good! That took ebodt a dag? Who ceres, it was good, "fleet-o," £ris 
said. 



Upoi) eWekeoiog the oext dej), she prettied Op the sk£ With iltore bells of ges eod el/eo roede e sroeller Versioo of f^erth, 
bet she didr/t like it so she blew it dp. JJfie threw the reroeioiog rock io e circle erodod F^erth ^)\t spdo F^erth elso so 
there Wodld be seesoos eod degs. ty\t felt this Wes terribly okeg. "fleet-o!" £ris seid. 



Or) the fifth da& she pleoted booes of loog-deed creetdres io the soil, pdt goldfish if) the see, er)d ceoeries io the skg. The 
birds had greet ein), eod this Wes good. 



Or) the sixth dej), she realized the inspectors Were coroiog tomorrow, eod ell she had roede Were two creetdres, so she 
created ell the other beesties io ooe shot. j$he also decided to proddce a thdrobed tj)reot to rdle oVer it all. This took ell of 
the sixth de;). '!Deroo, I'ro good!" £ris seid. 
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ZARAT HUD'S ENLIGHTENMENT - J 

Mu bpleen 
A I Have a SpLee|S, 

%efipie> Ae> lecwne- cu Ag/mtt, ^aAaiAicd cms fl^J i"t ^flfopKS 

ob^ou/i^ Shiest and taoA cpieai deAcpAt c/i >fif^ \ JjUeSS 

c/c ijko/it 'Acs 

a I doN't eve|S KN°* 

©ne da^ ^i/wMccd taoA Acs stccdmts to- a Affi^ ^H3t 3 SpLeC|S d^e$ 

pieasant pastaM and t^£/i^ Al& ccm^m/it^ Qp 

ef&£&^ 8%2#- caAi£& $A& cms ccvitmted^ \ KN^W I 

BecaUSe ever\jO|Se d°eS 



'S/e&rm, ^acc dccmA least. dem/indedtA& /\|^d ^Ne'S t3K®N M'Ne 

Nicest c/i Acs GomrLaadmg mice, cuA^ do/i t ^ ^ Ojjt 

da saaiecAinp cm f itAu>Ai£&. 9mat cs Wg-j- 
^auA^aszcn.^ Qjyuxyf?" [jvj 5jjp e ifS 'NIpOftaNt, 

THe SpLee|S. 



oMcaicAlnp tAe tastp plass, 'sAAe- (Ea&ied WH^} e[.$e 

^Aaa^iud"om': 00010 tfoULd it be tHere? 

A A just so it couLd ^t 

ty/pcvi Am/ic/ip tfilA, alsaide^ rwiaap cms MNd d^ N^tHiN^^ 

enMpAte/ied. ^\maAc^ (kcaccse riamap caccid |'|VJ SUfe tffe SpLecfl 

ccnx^eMtRnd&Ac/iese. |g g ^OOd OPQ3N 



^taNd b^j y>u, 

A rHr°U3H tHiCK 3Nd tNlS. 

"Grasshopper always wrong in argument , un _ f _ ~ Cftl ... 
with chicken" 1 Hdve d opLeeN. 

-Book of Chan jg^ *JO(J catft H3V e it. 

compiled by O. P. U. sect | \ § jvjj 

- PPNce MU-CHao 
FRUSTRATtD? KISS A FLif ! 



TAO FA TAJ-DAM 



FIND PEACE WITH 
A CONTENTED C H A 0 



OOOll 





is a number, no more, no less. 
But of apples our Lady has 23: 



f Suppeus joj auo 
0N£ FOR fl£AV^NACkIN6r. 



otye for 



QsortiS twy lor twins ^ 

„pne fer greyface ^ f \ |5 



two for twins , 

one f° r all-night diners 



ona, joz 

t(z£, 



ON£FOR23$ 
ATW^pEWORTflS! 



■ for c/i* 



4 



zjjzats. Li 




one for t&e C&ao 
FNORD ifOUR ON£S! 




Turn in your unused American Currency 
for valuable cash prizes! 




ThePentaBarf 
Zarathudlnthe 

Fifth Year of The Caterpillar. \ mAm |^ P^ak^f 

He found them carved In 

gilded stone, while building a sun deck for hfe cave, but their Import was lost 
for they were written In a mysterious cypher. 

However, after 10 weeks & 13 hours of Intensive scrutiny he discerned that the 
message could be read by standing on hfe head and viewing It upside down. 

Know Ye Thfe O Man Of Fatth! 

I - There is no Goddess but Goddess and She is Your Goddess. There is no Erisian Movement 
but The Erisian Movement and it is The Erisian Movement. And every Golden Apple Corps is the 

beloved home of a Golden Worm. 

II - A biscordian Shall Always use the Official biscordian Document Numbering System. 

III - A biscordian is Required during his early Illumination to Go Off Alone <& Partake Joy- 
ously of a Hot bog on a Friday; this bevotive Ceremony to Remonstrate against the popular 
Paganisms of the bay: of Catholic Christendom (no meat on Friday), of Judaism (no meat of 
Pork), of Hindic Peoples (no meat of Beef), of Buddhists (no meat of animal), and of biscordians 
(no Hot bog Buns). 

IV - A biscordian shall Partake of No Hot bog Buns, for Such was the Solace of Our God- 
dess when She was Confronted with The Original Snub. 

V - A biscordian is Prohibited of Believing what he reads. 

IT IS SO WRITTEN! S0S£IT. -HAIL DISCORDIA! 

Always Remember! 

OUR LADY IS 
NOT THE WAY 
TO S ALVAT I ON . 
THAT IS WHAT 
Y H V H IS FOR. 

\ had « pe.qch«wt; (W ewt;^ oveo^ vviho e. \ Vviewi \ had {he &\c\y\e$-5- <KrA vnsa$, \/\ ^eed 
inirviediaTe hc\y, ho\ \ didn't; V/i^ws vvihere "o \or*\. \ yoi\d o/\c ^hri^V- {h^u^-tvid^ o£ de>H«r$- 
wiijhoul; «^ \oc\-. \ \r\c6 \<=> cyJ\\ c<=>\6 {urV-ei^ ho\ Th«T i^o « r^es^. ^c/\ B<=>b 

coojd^l; hc\y rv\c. 

The^i « (rie^d ^«id, *P^*)C <Kr\6 VfKr\6e6 rv\c {he {hird ^<=>\jrv\c {he TYi^cipia Xx^c<=>r&SK. 
\rv\ happ^, {<=> rcy<=>r\ {h«{ \ {he c<^<=>Y\c <=>yc/\ tvid \c\l {he cre(\rv\ e>u{ be(We I 
e«{ Oreo. J\e><=>, o& tvi o^e^>ec\e6 h^o^, iQvJe £oo/\6 {h«{ i{ {«V-e$> 2,|^f \\cYe> {<=> t*p\ 
\<=> {he ces\\er « {»e>T>ie y^y- 'M^ ^vW ^Pt^fS 




IS is ARE, isn't it? 




SID£ SPLITTIN6 

(OR SPL€£N 2) 

£hMpU (M 0AJ9UMI 

(Xnd oM I hzan 
Qh, th& hurria.rutyJ 



4iore 

-Tfcriioiir i 



Reserve this space for words. 








The orbital mind control lo/er/ con tee you when you mo/ticoce. 



Signs of the Apocolypse 

Rev. y?: What do you think the Signs of the Apocolypse will be? 

Prince Mu-Chao: I'm glad you asked that question, Revy... the signs of the 

Apocolypse include but are not limited to: 

Stop Signs. These vicious beings (along with stoplights and mailboxes) are 
definitely one of the many signs of the apocolypse. I was strangling one just the other 
day and it said something cryptically idiotic... "The Play's The Thing Wherein We'll 
Catch The Conscience Of The King" or some such thingy. SO, stop signs are the first 
sign of the apocolypse. 

Cosines. Math is the pinnacle of order, so the cosine and all of its kin are 
Greyface in disguise. Those damn mathematical systems are doubtless a crude form 
of attack against humanity by millions of math Majors who meet late at night in mail- 
boxes (toldja they were in on it). Following this impeccable logic, cosines are the sec- 
ond sines of the apocolypse. 

Bumperstickers. Yes, a minion of Greyface was the person who introduced 
bumper stickers to the unsuspecting public. Vicious bastard. I can picture it now... 

sneaking out of his cave late at night and pasting "My Other Car's A Porsche" on 

suburban cars throughout the nation. It was a sad day for humanity. On the positive 
side, if one would want to collect stupid and witless sayings, it could be done with 
bumperstickers. Anyway, bumpersickers are the third sign of the apocolypse. 
The Snapple Lady. 'Nuffsaid. 

Keep Off The Grass Signs. We can't even walk on grass anymore. Oh, how have 
we sunk so low?!?!?! Keep SHOES off the grass would be an acceptable sign, but no, 
THEY want you to stay off the grass all together. Ahh, the humanity! 

I could sit here and name other signs: Clear Pepsi (ruthlessly thwarted by the 
world's Discordians), Talk Shows, the Village People... but i've got some important 
stuff to do before the world is destroyed in a fiery mess... 

-Still PMC, still pathetically optimistic. 

TRANSMISSION: Have a nice day! 

Wiglaf Widfaras baked potatoes are the best in the whole multiverse! 

Yours Truly, 
Thargon 

CONV£RSATION 

Pope Bouncing Jehovah: "Ducks Running Free" sounds threatening 
to me. 

Prince Mu-Chao: I happen to know that there are plenty of ducks 
running free at THIS MOMENT and there ain't an ERIS-DAMNED 

thing the U.N. is doing about it! 

Pope Bouncing Jehovah: The people just don't wear the right 
trousers when shooting ducks. That's one of the world's biggest 
problems. 






c\©©° "EVflce ^er£>e[£ \yi\& \& \\lJP -Mob, at % mmd h srooo 

a rat and 

cockroach infested old building, is the 
symbol of all that is Aneristic in the world. I was 
unlucky enough to spend a substantial amount of time 
enclosed in its walls of torturous blandness, so I 
decided to interview it for this edition of the Principia 
Discordia. Below are some excerpts from our 
conversations. 

PMC : Pentagon, is there any truth to the rumor that 
there is a Yog-Shoggoth trapped in your bowels? 

PF|MrAG}ON : No Mr. Mu-Chao, that is a vicious lie propagated by the endless array of 
rumormongers and conspiracy buffs that plague my existance. 

PMC : Many people travel through you every day. How do you handle the wear and tear? 
Are you falling apart? 

PF|MrAG}ON : Another vicious rumor designed to discredit order! I am not falling apart. I 
am in tip-top condition. 

PMC : I've seen your basement myself. Aren't some of your walls down there literally 
falling down? 

PF|MrAG}ON : Oh, it's all cosmetic. I AM 50 years old, you know. You have to expect a 
few wrinkles. 

PMC : Hmmm... yes. Well, then, how do you feel about Chaos and Disorder? 

(at this point, 2, 120 of its urinals explode) 

PF|MrAG}0|M : Excuse me... order is important. Why, look at me! You can get anywhere 
you're going inside of me within 7 minutes. If I was disorderly, that would never be 
possible. 

PMC : Actually, you CAN'T do that anyway. All that construction that you're under 
makes that quite impossible, right? 

PENNON Well... yeah, but... 

PMC : One final question. How is it that you, a building, can talk if you DON'T have a 
Yog-Shoggoth in your bowels? 



PENNON Oops... 



We would like to declare chaos 14 National Eta Particle Appreciation Day. Hallmark 
will be publishing a series of witty cards for you to give to your favorite eta 

particle next year, but for this year's event just tell every eta particle you meet 
today how much they mean to you. And rnatibe give 'em a thousand or so 
electrons as a small eift. 



aybe gn 




23A£ 



CfKONOS? 




The 23AE is a Discordian cabal />- 
(except when we're not) that does . \ 
not exist (except when it does). ^""^ 

When it does in fact exist, the members 
immediately celebrate Cabal Existance day 
by getting thoroughly shitfaced. They, of 
course, forget that the Cabal exists when they 
pass out, but when they feel the touch of En's' hip once again, they recall 
and the cycle continues. 

We believe that En's carresses our pineal glands because we are the 
incarnations of the Spirits of the Apple of Discord. Some of us even 
have the worms to prove it. 

Alas! All is not well in Dementia, folks. It seems that Chronos (pictured up top, there) has 
set time against us, En's' faithful servents (except when we're not), and is determined to 
bring Armeggedon to bear before En's' word (herring) is spread throughout the land. We 
shant let that happen (unless we're too drunk to stop it). 

Parenthesis are an important tool used in the right hands because it seems that 
(mighty Chronos cannot read parenthetical statements). But he doesn't know, so don't 
tell him! 

Have a pickle and a Pez; thank you for your support. 

-Rev. Prince Mu-Chao, member: 23AE (except when he's not) 
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Tfi£ RANT OF Tfi£ fiOT 006 

10 TO I0j)I5Ol0@ 
Droits GWuS 

io TO io OW 
10 DI5CH0RPI io to 



AN E X P L A I N A T I 0 N : The Rant Of The Hot bog becomes, in essence, a 

round pinkish square that contains the truth. When consumed, the truth resides outside of you. 
Activating the truth while at a 90 degree angle to it is much more tricky, and is too complicated 
to go into here. See the original Principia biscordia (page 00122) for further enlightenment. 




BeFope tH« begiNN'Ng °F areat bPLUaNce, tHere JwjiJSt be CHaoS. BeFore a bnmaNt perSoN 
begiNS Sojw|etHiN8 efeat, tHevj JvjiJSt look FoouSh to tH« croWd. - I CH'N8 
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If you under- 
stand, things are 
just as they are. 
If you don't _ 
understand, 00017 
things are just as 

they are 00017*00017 



00017 
7 s 00017 



COYOTE 
LOVE 
POTION 
SOLD 
HERE : 
2 5 

CENTS 



6RAP£S AMD 6RAP£S AMD 6RAP£S AMD 6RAP£S AMD 6RAP£S 



The Aneristic: 



ALPHABETIZES EVERYTHING 
ARE CONSTIPATED 
BELIEVES WHAT THEY READ 
GOES SHOPPING WITH A LIST 
LIKES STRAIGHT LINES 
LOVES TO NUMBER THINGS 




N° More FNenqai 



SUCKS 




If you have one or more of the above symp- 
toms, please consult the nearest 6risti6 
Doctor of Divinity for an adequate dosage of 
LSD. £ring plenty of hempscript. 



^re^noe [avMcViev (Ve wilier ijou [e«^T 
eypec^ Twl' wiou|d rv^e 'jP'J cjuvfe 




"T<=> S-|«cV, o^ie r%i«i^ p|«i| S-i^y, 



Rev. Dav^ Is the Church of the 23 Apples of En's a POEE cabal or a whole other 
Discordian sect? 

PHNce MU-CHao: Well, it's hard to say. Some of its members claim it is a POEE cabal, 
and others claim it belongs to the Randy Caboose Cabal. A couple of 'em start raving 
about avocados as soon as the subject comes up. I, myself, have consulted mine own 
pineal gland on the matter, but all I got was a headache and forty-six cents. Hail En's! 
All Hail Discordia! 



"NO ORDINARY TOAAATO COULD DO THIS, BUT..." 



WARNING! beware of a weird cult which... 

-uses premises of money, a job, and other favors to recruit people 
-indoctrinates beginners in an armed camp until they're completely brainwashed 
-employs terror, assassination, murder, and threats thereof 

-is particularly interested in the young and those that follow orders without question 
-holds against their will members who wish to leave 

-goes by many names: Service, military, Armed Forces, ROTC, JROTC, Army, Navy, 
Marines, Air Force, National Guard, Green Berets, etc... 





BeN e 3tH tHe AppLe Tree oF CHaoS re$deS a 

"KN 0 WN1," I aSKed m W davj WH'LSt I WaS LoUN8iN8 ar°iJNd tHej 
MppLe Tree oF CHaoS, "WH3t iS tHe S^are r°°t °F 25?" 
"RVe," KN°WN1 S^d tniJIvipHaNtLjj. 

"Mes," I S^d. "N°W, WHat is tHe s^are root oF 529?" 

TWeNtvj tHree," KNoWM Sad. 

"MeS," I repeated. "ANd WH3t iS tHe S^are r°°t °F tH*S tree?' 

AFter 3N HOUT °F SiLeNce, tHe gN 0 ^ looKed at jvje. 
"aN*Ne?" 
"KNOW." 

"GN'Netvj-aN'Ne?" 
"KN°W." 

'^eveNteeis, or gN°tHiN8." 
"KNOW." 

"WeLL, WH3t iS it?" \Mhen Our Lad>| did roll her to>(, 

"RVe Pez" The apple of thaotit jo>|, 

£WI6€ BLUAAtNKRAFT! -£™^ZZ. 

In a nutshell, the battle of Tro>(. 

THE 2 3 A E IS YET ANOTHER MANIFESTATION OF THE 
DISCORDIAN SOCIETY, ABOUT WHICH YOU CANNOT LEARN AND 
WILL NOT UNDERSTAND. 

WE ARE A MOTLEY CREW OF NUTCASES, ODDBALLS, DRUNKS, 
ARTISTS, DRUGGIES, FRUITS, AND SIMILAR MANIACS WHO 
ARE INTRIGUED WITH ERIS, GODDESS OF CONFUSION, AND 
WITH HER DOINGS. 
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If two raindrops run down a window and meet, what is one plus one? 



AND £R1S SAID UNTO AA£, "WTO DO VOV WASTt ^OUR T1AA£ SO, WATCfllN6 
^OUR FOOLlSfl T£L£ VISION SflOWS AND 'SURF1N6' ifOUR INNANt 
1NT£RN£T?" 

1 R£PL1£D, "1 DON'T WAV£ AN^TfllN6 £LS£ TO DO/ AS 1 STUBBtD 
OUT AA^ C16AR€TT€ AND SWOT ANOTWtR 6LASS OF VODKA. 
£R1S SLAPPtD AA€ WARD. 



PLeaSe provide US W'tH tHe date oF deatH 





Tfjc ftpple -froblen) 



m Ever since I read the third edition of the Principia 
P Discordia, a problem has vexed my mind and left me 
constipated. Why do men have nipples? 

I spent r hours, days even, searching through dusty old tomes, hoping against 
hope some other philosopher had tackled the problem already. But even Darwin 
was useless to my sacred quest. 

I decided to approach the question myself. Maybe they were for decora- 
tion. I mean, without nipples, where would we put nipple rings? 
Or, maybe they're dials of some sort. Who knew? 

Well, that sounded like a good explanation to me, so I twisted my nipples 
and contacted my pineal gland. Eris refused to answer for the longest time. I 
fervently pulled at my nipples, trying to get her attention. 

Finally, she turned to me and asked, "What is it I reign over, Q-Bert?" 

"Chaos," I said. 

Moral: Don't twist your nipples for 23 hours straight while meditating be- 
cause it hurts afterwards. Badly, -submitted sy rev. q-bert le OMfJmoppirJ6£st 








The Sects of Discord ia 

FEMALE/MALE/OTHER: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo 
CHAOIST: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo 
DISCORDIST: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo 
BOBIST: believes in Eris and Bob and such baly-hoo 
LEFTIST", believes in Eris and such baly-hoo 
ALL OTHERS', believe in Eris and such baly-hoo 

--as you can see, the different sex of Discordia are causing loads of trouble trying to cram their 
dogmatic belief systems down each others throats. Perhaps we Discordians should study how well 
the Christian Sects get along and emulate them. . . ^ 



The biscordians, and their brother group, 
the Subgenii, are taking the internet by 
storm. It really isn't hard for us to put 
two and two together. Why do you think 
the conspiracy has enlisted the Aneristic 
Christians in the U.S. government to 
restrict what can be put on the net? 
And all those idiots with their "Why is my 
page black?" crap. Like we don't know. 
Pathetic, I tell you. Sad. Hail Eris, and 
Our Lady will help us through these heinous 
times. Root. 




C3N 5J°U FiNd tHe pot SNjoKer ofl tfle o|Se d^LLar blL? 



"I've always said, if 
you're going to regret 
something, regret things 
you did, not things you 
didn't do." 
- Rev. y? 




The §ooks d faff 



I KN£W you could! 



The §ook of Grapes: WH 

The §ook of Jfyocado: WH 

The §ook of %)le: wh 

The §ook of §(irf: 

The §ook of Celioe: 



EREIN: IS COLLECTED DRUNKARDS. 
ERE IN: IS COLLECTED AVOCADOS. 
EREIN: IS COLLECTED PURE CHAOS. 



WHEREIN: IS COLLECTED ALL THAT IS SMELLY 
WHEREIN: ONE MUSTN'T WHISTLE AND PISS. 



F I f C Hi S 



When one runs out of things to Sink, should one stop playing and get to more 
serious work? Hell, no. Just Sink yourself and play Set. 

Or, better yet, don't sink yourself and play Fetch instead. 

Set a bunch of greyfaces together and tell them that if they fetch all the stuff 
you Sank, you'll tell them the Secret of the Universe. If they still won't do it, offer 
them money. All greyfaces like money. 

After they fetch all you Sank, play Sink again! 

If the greyf ace gives you any flak about not paying them, perform the Turkey 

Curse I WaS ©Nee C3LLed RUftJS. 
IN TH3t i|Stn3lJed [V|e 

ifOUR The first time I talked to Eris, she had 
'H'E.ART taken the form of my third grade 

' teacher. "Miss Brophy," I asked, "why 



you 

KNOW 

IT'S 

FLAT. 




CflRONOS? 




don't we pray in school?" 
"Are you a Catholic?" the disguised Eris 
asked. 

"Yes," I replied. 

For the rest of the day, Eris chased me 
around the classroom with a crucifix, 
beating me over the head whenever she 
caught up. 



WflAT'S IM A flOLy MAAA£? 

DID yOU SP£MD flOURS AMD flOURS flUMTlrt6 TflR0U6fl A 
DICTIOMARy FOR PI£C£S OF yOUR flOLy MAAA£? 

IF yOU 010, yOU PROBABLy flAV£ SOAA£OM£ £LS£S. 

TAK£ PRIMC£ AAU-CflAO, FOR IMSTAMC£. IF I WASM'T SO 
LAZy, I'D 6£T UP AMD Cfl£C/< / BUT I DOM'T 

B£LI£V£ 'AAU' OR 'CflAO' IS IM A (SflUDD£R) DICTIOMARy. 
yOU CAM S££ TflAT TfllS flOLy MAAA£ WAS B£STOW£D By Tfl£ 
60DD£SS fl£RS£LF. S££ Tfl£ 0RD£R-M0TflIrt6-CflA0S TflAT 
DAMC£S TflR0U6fl Tfl£ MAAA£' S££ Tfl£ PROUD R£F£R£MC£ TO 
Tfl£ MOST SACR£D OF SyAABOLS, Tfl£ SACR£D CflAO! S££ Tfl£ 
06SCUR£ R£F£R£NC£ TO ATLANTIS.' 

OK V£RlLy y OMLy A 60DD£SS COULD COAA£ UP WITfl SUCfl A 
NAAA£! 

Ofl y£Afl y IT SOUNDS COOL, TOO. AAOO-KAy-OW 

(MOT WRITTtrt By PRIfJCt MU-CfiAO; Tfl£ BOOK OF IMAMt WORDS) 




\ 



RELIGIOUS CEREMONIES ARE UMHOLV - HERACLEITUi" 



Mantra Against Sanity 

Huffy kitty want a bagel? 
Huffy lo'tty want a bagel? 

I'LL JAM IT DOWN YOUR PLUFTY LITTLE THROAT! 
Huffy bagel don't wanna use the li'tterbox... 
...-Odorlord Betagon the Transvesti'te Dreamer 



WH9t'S tHe CQLor oF xjoyp iNSdeS? 

(or Spleen - Will it Never End?) 




IS IT PINK? 
IS IT WflITt? 

DO€S IT flAVt 6R€€N POLKA DOTS? 
MIN£ IS NO B£TT£R T-HAN ^OURS, 
ID WA6€R. 

I STILL DON'T WANT TO TRAD£. 
I AAtAN, 
Wflif BOTfltR? 



NO 0N£ CAN S€€ ITS COLOR. 
RI6-HT? 
IN SflORT, 
yOU CAN'T flAVt IT. 
Mi* SPL€€N. 



"We J)iscordiei)S nXist stick apart" 

- f^laclgpse ff]e YodD^er, 

"I DON'T BELIEVE IN THAT 

HOROSCOPE CRAP, BUT 

THAT'S PROBABLY BECAUSE 

I'M A SAG I TAR I US , AND 

WE'RE NATURALLY SKEPTI- 
CAL. 

- POPE AMI S H JEHOVAH, 
THE SHAGALICIOUS 



The official bird of the 23 Apples of Eris is the dodo. 

Please respect that magnificent bird. 

Feed them Pez and they will love you. 
The official food of the 23 Apples of Eris is Pez. 
Please respect that magnificent candy. 
Feed them dodos and the orange ones will love you. 



00022 Bullshit makes the flowers grow. 

That's 
beautiful? 

P0P£ £VIL FNORDFNORD 

FNORD IS Tflt ALP-HA AND 0M€6A. 

FNORD IS TO FORNITS 
AS FORNITS AR€ TO £RIS. 
IF T-HAT ISN'T INFORMATION €N0U6fl / 
ALL IS LOST, BABif. 
FNORD.' 



if 2 0(I Stopped breathji)^ goflDd probablj) liVe looger. 




00023 



THE HUNCHBACK 



THUS efldetH tHe 23.5 VerS^N °F tHe PriNdpia D'Scordia, a 
general. QUtUN e °F tHe 22.5 edition oF tW° copies CH3|S- 
N e Led b*j crazed IVjQNKS tH3t escaped Area 51, WH'CH Was 
N°tHiNSf UKe tHe 22Nd edition oF 23 copies tHat iNCLUded 
botH tHe SecretS oF tHe UlWerSe aNd 3 KlLer recipe For 
avocado pie, WH'CH WaS 3N eXact copxj oF tHe 21St edition 
oF 300 copies pe|S|Sed b^j foCHard MlHOUS N'X°N °N H'S 
deatH bed, WH'CH H3d tHe Sai^e titLe (+1) aS tHe 20tH 
edition oF tHe PPNflpia DiScord'a... W e LL, \jO|J get tHe 
idea. 




- ALL RI6WS R£V£RS£D - R£PRINT WfiAT ifOU 
LIk£. 

0002^ 

Tfi£ LAST WORD - 

BISCUIT. 



You can see more of the 23 Apples of En's at 

http://come. to/discordia/ 

or 

http://23ae. onestop. net/ 

Visit frequently or often, whichever you prefer. 

princemuchao@poboxes. com 




CflRONOS? 



